An Evening in 


Author: Cosmic Gerbil 

Bands: Metallica 

Characters: James Hetfield, Lars Ulrich 
Relationships: V/A 

Rating: Adult 


Genre: [Slash] 


Updated: Mon Jul 09 2012 03:16:41 GMT-0400 (Eastern Daylight Time) 


None - one shot 


Most people, on seeing James and Lars together, were left in no doubt that James was "The guy in charge". He 
was a fair bit taller, looked much tougher and was the leader of Metallica Yet, what they didn't know, what 


nobody knew..was that Lars was the one in charge in the bedroom. 
And both he and James loved it that way. 


Living at the Metallimansion with Kirk and Jason meant that James and Lars didn't always have a lot of time 
alone. True, they shared a bedroom, which allowed for much intimacy. But for their "games", they needed more 


privacy, for Kirk and Jason to both be out. That didn't happen very often. 
But tonight, it had. 


Kirk had gone out with some girl he had hooked up with at their last show. Jason was spending the night at a 


friend's place. Leaving the whole night available for James and Lars to indulge in some sexy fun. 


Not that either of them mentioned it out loud That wasn't their way. Lars was slaughtering monsters on 


Gauntlet on his Commodore 64 and James was sitting on the settee, remote in one hand and a can of beer in 


the other. Click, click, click went the remote, as he rapidly flicked through the channels. Finally, he threw it on 
the floor with a snort of disgust. 


"Fucking helll" James swore. "Over five hundred fucking channels and there's fuck all on". 


Lars paused his game and swivelled round in his chair to face the singer. Seeing the remote lying on the floor, 


he raised his eyebrows. 

"Temper, James! You'll break it if you chuck it around like that". 

James noticed a gleam in Lars’ green eyes. He calmly took a sip of beer. 

"What ya gonna do about it?" 

A small smirk appeared on Lars’ face. "With an attitude like that, | guess I'm gonna have to do *something*". 
James stood up and quickly drained his can. Lars switched off the Commodore and unplugged it. Without 
another word, both guys left the living room. They headed upstairs and went into their bedroom. Lars flipped 
the light switch on and closed the door behind him. 


"You're a naughty boy, James", he said. "I'm gonna have to punish you. Very hard!" 


"Uhh, yeah Lars, sure", James muttered, his shy expression hiding his excitement. He went to sit down on the 
bed but Lars slapped him across the ass, causing him to jump back up. 


"| didn't give you permission to sit’, Lars said sternly. James rubbed his backside, looking sufficiently guilty. 
"Now, start taking off your clothes. I'm going to get the items out". 


"Items?" James sniggered. "Lars, you've been playing too many computer games". 


"Items, Tools, Toys..doesn't matter", said Lars, waving his hand. "Stop being a smart ass and get those clothes 


off". 
"All of them?" 


"Yes, everything". James nodded and began to untie his shoelaces. Lars went over to the wardrobe and opened 
the door. He pulled out a nondescript looking cardboard box and set it down on the floor. From the box, he took 
out a set of leather handcuffs, a soft blindfold and a long-handled paddle. "Hmmm, these will do for a start", he 


murmured. 


James, having now taken off both trainers and his socks, removed his t-shirt. He peeped out from under the 


hem and felt a rush of excitement as he saw Lars carefully lining up the toys on the bed. 


"Hurry up James", Lars ordered. "| thought that you'd be naked by now’. 
| wasn't sure if you wanted to watch me or not", James added on, a little cheekily. 


"Stop being smart, or your punishment will increase in severity", said Lars. He sat on the bottom of the bed 
and folded his arms. James grinned sheepishly and removed his shirt, then his trousers. He hesitated when it 
came to his boxers but a nod from Lars made him remove them too. The little drummer sat there, licking his 
lips at the sight of James’ tanned, naked body. His eyes roamed all over James, starting at his face (with 
slightly blushing cheeks) and working his way down, drinking it the arousing sight before him. 


"Ha, you look so hot, standing there, all helpless and waiting to be punished’, Lars giggled. "Now, come over here 


and lean over the bed". 


James did as he was told, resting his forehead on the soft eiderdown. Lars studied his ass for a few seconds, 
before taking hold of James’ hands and pulling them behind his back. He slipped the leather cuffs over his 
wrists and locked them in place with a firm click. Then, carefully brushing James’ hair back, Lars fastened the 
blindfold in place. He gave the knot a small tug and said, "How's that feeling?" 


"I's good, yeah". James thought it was more than just *good* though. His heart was beating quickly and his 


body was aching with desire at the anticipation of what was to come next. 


"Cool", said Lars. Then he picked up the paddle and gently rubbed the head against James' buttocks. It was 
covered with soft, supple leather..but it could still give a hard spank. 


"Lets see", Lars mused, massaging James with the paddle. "Throwing the remote on the floor deserves ten 
spanks. Cheeking me twice deserves another two. And taking so long to get undresses, hmm..better make it 


twenty". 

"Eight sparks for being slow to undress?" James inquired. 

"Yes", said Lars in a tone that suggested it would be unwise for the singer to argue with him. He removed the 
paddle from James’ ass and slapped it gently against his own palm. "Prepare yourself, James", he said gleefully. 
"Your punishment is about to begin’. 
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James lay comfortably on the bed, waiting for Lars to begin. He knew that sometimes the little drummer 
would take a few seconds to start, just to keep him on the edge. Yet the waiting was part of the fun. Suddenly 
James felt a sharp slap on his ass but it was from Lars' hand, not the paddle. Little fucker, he thought as he 


heard Lars giggle. 


"Heheheheh! Your ass has got a nice red hand-print on it now James", Lars announced gleefully. 


"Yeah, | can feel that", grunted James. 

"Hmm but can you tell which cheek it is on?" 

"It felt kinda in the middle to me". 

Lars studied James’ ass. "I think its more to the right. So you know what that means.." 


James received another slap, this one definitely on his left cheek. He gasped and pushed his body against the 
soft bed covers to protect himself from Lars’ strong hand. 


"Hahahah, now you're equal", said Lars. 

“Symmetrical, don't ya mean?" James asked. 

"Same thing", said Lars. He picked up the paddle again and whacked James hard with it. 

"Owwww, fuck!" the singer exclaimed. "That hurt" 

It's meant to hurt, it's a punishment", said Lars. Smack, he went again, batting the wood down hard on James 
reddening ass. James held his breath, determined not to complain again. Before the throb had chance to fade, 
Lars spanked him again. And again. James squirmed about, the stinging pain mixing with his hot pleasure. He 
imagined Lars, standing over him..so dominant, wielding his paddle. My ass must be really red now, James 
though, as he felt that paddle beating him mercilessly. / bet that httle Danish asshole is getting turned on at the 


sight of if. James licked his lips and tried to hold in any more gasps of pleasure. 


"Ha, wow, James. Your ass looks fucking sore now", said Lars. "Well, that was ten spanks. l'm gonna let you rest 


a minute, then you can have the next ten". 

"Don't mind me", said James, shifting his body slightly to get more comfy. "I can take it". 
"Are you sure? Your ass looks like a piece of barbecued meat", Lars laughed 

"Lars, James Hetfield can take a little spanking", James growled. 


"Little?" Lars' eyed gleamed wickedly. "Is that a challenge?" 


Lars smiled and waved the paddle, fanning James’ swollen buttocks. "Challenge accepted”. 
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James mentally readied himself for a much more severe punishment and as he heard the side table drawer 
being opened, he wondered what Lars was getting out. Maybe its a belt?, he thought. Nah, we keep them in the 
wardrobe. Or maybe.Lars has bought another paddle in secret. One | don't know about. Perhaps it has spikes on it! 
As James fantasized.he suddenly heard a soft, squishy sound, as if Lars was squeezing something out of a 
tube. James longed to ask what it was but he kept quiet. Partly because he suspected that Lars would punish 
him more if he spoke out of turn and partly because not knowing what was happening was so much more 


exciting. 


Suddenly James felt something cold and wet being rubbed onto his ass. He gasped and stiffened and Lars 
laughed. "Hey, it's OK James", he said. "It's just some cream, to sooth you with". James sighed and tried to 
relax but it was so difficult. He could feel Lars supple little hands, working over his buttocks, squeezing them 
as he massaged the sweet-scented cream in. James wriggled about and grunted with pleasure. 


"Do you like that?" Lars cooed. He planted a soft kiss on the small of James’ back. "Is that soothing and gentle? 


Shall | continue?" 


"Lars, if | was free, | would jump on you right this minute and make you mine", James growled. The drummer 


giggled in delight, James could feel his warm breath tickling his back. 
"Don't say that! You're making me want to untie you. | can't stop now, you haven't been properly punished yet". 
"Ohhh, shit Lars", James groaned. "Forget the punishment. Untie me and let me make love to you!" 


"Uh huh", Lars chirped. "Remember, you said you could take a little spanking? This is part of that. Be patient 
babe". 


"Ahhhhhh! Well hurry it up then Larsie! I'm so horny, | think I'm gonna explode soon’, James gasped. 


As Lars continued to rub the cream onto James’ ass, James was working away at the handcuffs. As a 
guitarist, his hands were very mobile and it wasn't too difficult for him to tuck his thumbs under his palms 
and squeeze his hands free. Would Lars notice? Well.he hasnt said anything yet, so I guess not, James thought 
gleefully. He inched one hand up towards his face, pulling the blindfold free. Blinking his eyes at the sudden 
flurry of light, he turned his head slightly, just enough to see what the drummer was up to. Lars had just 
finished with the cream and his back was turned as he put it back in the side table drawer. James gazed at 
his back, eyes roaming down to his juicy ass, encased in tight leather trousers. He licked his lips and wriggled 
into a sitting position 


Sorry Lars, James thought, his whole body aching with longing. / just can’t resist you a minute longer 


Suddenly he reached out and grabbed Lars, pulling the smaller man down onto the bed with him. Lars squealed 


as he felt James arms and legs wrap around him, capturing him. James began kissing him hungrily; while he 
moved one hand down to caress Lars’ leather clad buttocks. 


"James! What the..? How did you get free?" Lars gasped. 

‘Lars, even your expensive handcuffs can't contain my passion when you wind me up like this", James growled. 
He moved his hand round and undid Lars' trousers, pulling them down swiftly. The little guy squirmed about 
but James wouldn't relent. He saw Lars begin to pout and he was torn between laughing and kissing the 
drummer's cute little mouth. 


"Not fair! I'm supposed to be dominant here", Lars whined. 


James smiled at him and patted his ass. "You wanna be dominant still huh? Hmm, how about you make love to 


me then?" 

Lars' smile returned, as did the gleam in his eves. 

"Yeah, | wanna do that". 

"And | want you to do it’, James grinned. "But leave off the handcuffs. | wanna hold you while we make love". 
"Hehehehehe", giggled Lars. "I'm going on top too, yeah?" 

"Lars, if you're dominant, you don't have to ask me", James smirked. "You gotta tell me!" 

"Ohh yeah. Right, well *!* am going on top", said Lars. He sat up for a moment, to kick off his trainers and 
socks. James lay down, watching Lars with desire. Lars pulled his t-shirt over his head and then finally 
removed his briefs. Then he lay down next to James, sliding his arms around him and nuzzling against his neck. 


"Ohh, you're so hot. | wanna love you hard", he murmured. 


"Naughty Lars", chuckled James. "If this is what | get for dropping the remote, next time, I'm gonna fling it 
right across the fucking room!" 


"Shhh, babe", said Lars, moving his head up to kiss James on the lips.. 
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Some time later, James and Lars lay together on the bed, warm, content and completely satisfied. Lars' head 
was tucked underneath James’ chin and James had one arm draped across the drummer's back.his other arm 


was gently stroking Lars’ hair. 


"Ahhh, that was good", James sighed. "You get better each time Larsie". 
"Practice makes perfect", Lars giggled. 


"And we've had plenty of that", James agreed. He patted Lars on his ass and then moved his arm to stretch. 
As he did, he knocked the handcuffs onto the floor with a soft thud. 


‘James, my new cuffs!" Lars exclaimed. "They cost me a bomb and you've just thrown them on the floor". 
"| didn't throw them. It was an accident". 

"Accident, my ass!" 

"Yeah, it's a nice one", said James, putting his hand back and squeezing Lars' buttocks. 


"Oooh! No, never mind that. You're naughty, throwing things about all the time. | think you need punishing 


again!" 
"Later, Lars. Kirk and Jase won't be back until morning. We have plenty of time for that", James said lazily. 


"No, if | don't do it now, I'll fall asleep and then | may forget", said Lars. He wriggled about but James wrapped 


both arms around him, holding him close again 
"Lars", he began, nuzzling against the drummer's forehead. "Shut up". 
Lars smiled and relaxed in James' arms, finally giving in and allowing his dominant side to rest. 


At least until next time. 


The End 


